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EYNOPSIS OF rREVIOUS CHAPTER:

Lord Gaston Verner is a ha

 but u

upulous member of sooisty. He lins

tired of Iiis young and bautiful wite, To r1d himself of her he has contrived to throw
into her company Lord Wyvis, a man of his own puscrupulous set. Lady Vernerdisopvers

b=
1

objret and determines to avoid public scandal at wny cost,
sy Baring, Lady Verner meets Lord Wyvis and intimates
He prowises to 2o away. Verner watches the conple at thelr teto.-tote nn

At w reception given by
her husband’s degermination,
sees Lord

Wyvls kiss Ludy Vernet's band, He sels to quarreling wigh ber, thongh he knows the
Yone of ao-l:.\:nm.- s long sines prssed, and e his nanared sothe enmrnr knew nI har
th ¥

meeting w

Lord Wywvis. Lady Baring's mind is poisoned sgainst La

Veruer nnd she

traats her very coolly. On the way lrome Lord Verner stons st his club, and Lady Verner,
fnstend of going home, goes 10 Lady U slort's home nnd tells her of her tronlde, discloa-

iy thint Lord Vierner has sent n dinmon

riira o a womnn whose name shie dorsnot Know,

Ele belleves thiat it s lu onder 1o warry this woman that Lotd Verner wishes to ret 1id
o) her. Lady Verner then decides to lrave her husband’s houne during his temporary ab-

Her iviends wish to huve hor with them, but she insists on earning her own liveli-

spnote.

hood, On the recommeandation of her nunt she xeels he post of housekeeper for un un.
kunown Lot presumahly ol man. Ttisa quiet shook 1o her to discover that he i* com-
puratisoly younz and decidedly hand«ome. Ladv Varner sccepts the place thoagh slie
meris with many embarrasspents in mabacing Mr, Druayton's bousahol In the mean-

time Lord Vermer endeavors to spread the repor: thit Lis wife hus eloped, and has a vio-

lent

gquariel with her cousin Hronda.  Mr. Dmyton is soon convineed that iils new lousa-

kecper s not an ordinary person, und finds hiunself falling in love with ber.

CHAPTER XXVL
T2t us rise up and part: slisa will nnot know,
Let us 2o senward as the great windas jro,
Full of hipwn sand and foam, Wuat help is

o lieln, for ail these things are 8o,
And w1l the world is bitter ns n tear.
And how these thilngs are, though ye strove
toshow,
She woold not know.

Frening has fallen upon the earth. A
dewy August evening, rich in besuty. The
light s =till with us, but tempered gener-
ously by a solt shadinz thot falls from the
darkening heasvens. Ithoda standing be-
neath the clump of elmy in the old guiet
garden glances with a touch of raptore to-
ward the szill glowing horizoa.

The guests had arcived in due course by
the 6:40 train, and bad fonud evervthing in
readiness for them. After that crowning
get of tolly of hers (that perhaps would not
fisve been such follv afterall, it she had
not been discovered) Rhoda bad torn off
her finery, now hataiul to her (for had it
fiot bronght ber cold and questioning looks
from Liw?), snd given her whole mind to
the business betore hers The result was un-
quulified suecess! Dinner is now over, and
there has been no flaw, no fanlt anvwhere.
e sasured on tins point, she has gladly
It up & white shawl and escaped to the
shadows of the garden, there to think,

Tieht

and think, and think.
Tne sun is not yet quite dead—though his
giory has departed—and there is a wonder-

1l rose-red light in the western skv.  The
sunset ie gorreous, glowing like & tire-opal,
and even sew, *'at shut of evening flowers,”
it eeems 1o cast n splendid hest upon the
enrth. Ilhoda, throwing her wrap tupon an
old beneh near her, lints her hend as if to
draw in the sweetness of that lovely light,
Even here over her head the elouds—
pugh grav—are tieged with brilliant pink:
nid ever there, behind her, there are crim-
ron streaks that leok like stains of bleod,

Wimt an evesing! DBeantiful as heaven
irself, As heaven might be, if one could
dream of . A sense of delight, of joy,
posseases Llhoda's sonl. Newer perhaps in
ail her voung lite hitherto has she felt so
entirely, o =piritpally happy. Nota sus-
pricion, not a thouzh: of eril 1o come, mars
the brigatness of her thouzhta

Pyt mow she must return to the house,
though

Tiwe alr was & long sweet dream
And the earil wasn sweet wide sinile,
her duties lie hefore her. Her jov,
ous gind uplifiing of her spirit,
waing with ber, howewer, as with
kt, but lingering tootsteps, she moves

r ool

over the tossy sward of the garden toward
thar old door, that Lias grown to be her
usunl meany of exit and rntrance

=he eoes slowly, teeling sate from the

of mesting suyone.  Mr Drayton
wests must still ve in the dining
or, il ther wish 1o smoke in the open
wir, would eeriainly move out 10 the bal-
cony, Awnd here, where she is, at the back
o! ihe liousc, there is mo lear of her beiug
el

She bas reached the door dear to her—the

thoucht

oW

litile door thnt leads to the armory. From
it runs up a long stone passaze, at the end
of which is another pmssage that leads to

her own sitting room: As she reaches the
sncle that divides the frst passage from the

secund, the sound of coming ieet hastens
her own steps  Hurriedly turaing the
corner, she steps into the shadow of a door-

way {(always with that fear upon her that
somcene out of ber own life may see, and
znize and denounce her), and so stands
lost in the growing darkness waiting ontil
the guests mar go by,

She has hardiy time to so hide herself
when they come rouud the corner laughing
snd talking.  Ceriginly she wonid not bave
tad time to reach her own doora little
furiher on, %o it was well she had stopped
here—liere in this safe seclusion. Sne is
rongrauiating herselr upon this, whilst
Llmming hersell tor never haviag asked old
Peter the vames of the expecied guests

rec

(though indeed he would not have known,
#o hurried had been tlie manner of their
coming | —when—when all at onee—

Grent Heaven! Not this! Ste staggers
back, an wwful jey touch, the touch of

death, wpon her heart. Ol, worse than

death! Gladly would she have welcomed

tkat grim fend at this moment!

Fear! trazhtlul, overpowering, seizes upon
ber, sud holils her in its grip. Struggling
with herself, she clutehies the lintels of the
door aud bends torward & tees, so leaden-
hued, sn desoid of mil the brightness and
vouth thet but » second agpo made it so
lovely, tlwt 2 beholder seeing it would
searoeiy have known her.

Yes—ven It ie he. Gaston! Gaston
here! ‘She watches him from her shadow
like one siricken into stone. He is gone
now, but kis face lives so in her memory
tiut almost her burning eyes still seem to
we hin. She pazes blindly toward the
spot where he had hren!

As she thus pazes, someone else sees her.
Dravton! He Lad been the last to lollow
hix guests into the garden, and he alone
hind seen that clight fizore, leaning forward
in the passare ut hLis right. Perhaps he
slone lawl thought of looking in that direc-

. tion. He had stayed beliind to get a box of
eif:.ruren. und was hurrying aiter the men

l‘ 10 had gone on before him, when be saw

1er.

And seeing her, he comes to a standstill

Even in the gloom the agony of her face,
the sirained—the rigid attitude of her, be.
comes known to him. He can hear now
the wild wigh that is glmost & sob with
which, like & wounded thing, she steps
trom the threshold of that darkened door,
at:d drags hersell to the eafor shelter of
ber own rocim.

He caste one glance in the direction of
his friends.  They are now in the opes air
snd thes sound of their gay laughter comes
back to0 him—they can wait. He turns and

welks deliberately to the door of M
Clarke's sitting room. a

It is open! She has perhaps had no
pover to close it Lehind Ler. With s

leeling st hin beart that e scarcely anniyz s
then, but that he knows is the worst pain
he ever telt in his life, and that really
mesrs despalr, e pushes the door a little
lariier open and s i

Ye- Sne s here. But is this she? This
crosehing fizure in the eorner with down-
bent hesd. and body descriptive of nothing
less than sbject terror? hat terrible evil

*'h!-—- A ,1% l‘.:_-.;iﬂLhM ok

has fallen “meross this boar, dividiag light
from dark?"

She is leaning against the wali—her face
covered with her hande She seems dead
to his approach; it is as though the powers
of sering, of heariug, bave deserted her—
but alas! not the power of feeling. To her
very heart’s core she is feeling now, poor
soul, and bitterl 5!

As fie lavs kis hand npon her arm, she
springs suddenly into an erect attitude and
a stifled ery breaks from her. Shee looks
8t him wildly. Whas, or whom, she had
expected to see, is as vet unknown to him.
bat the expression on her face he never tor-
gets to his dring day. Aud her ery, too!
Low as it is, it is almost as terrible as the
expression of horror in her large eyes

*‘Don’t look like that,” said he, shaking
ber slightly. It isthe gentlest of all shakes
perhaps, but aftermardi—well, he never
quite forgave himself for it “Think!"
savs he, bending over her. “Colleet your-
sell! What s it? Whas has happened?”

“That man!"™ sars she. Her volce isa
mere gasp, Sne lavas her hand on hisarm
and elings to him as one might to the rock
when the raging seas are round him, “For
God’s sake hide me. Hide me!" says she.

He loosens her hand (rom his arm.

“What man?"

“He was there. I saw him." Her great
frightened eyes are gazing into his; the
poor hands he has repulsed are elinging at-
frichtedly to each other.

“Who was it you =aw?" asks he, his tone
devoid of all kindliness “Pray remem-
ber,” says he oourteously, but with a cer-
tain hauteur, “‘that in this house no one
shall harim you. Spesk freely thea. Let
me help vou it I can.”

‘“Who can help me?" gavs she. She looks
townrds the open door. “Oh, shut it!"
cries she: “shut it quickly! Did he——"
she looks now at him and her voics lalls to
a whisper—a terrified whisper, *'did be ace
me? Did he? Do yon thivk he saw me?
Oh, if be did¢!"" She pazes 0f him, and see-
ing him so deadly silent, her fuce grows
stronger. “‘Speak!" ories she; “why don't
you spesk” I‘:: you think he saw me?”

Onee agnin she lays her hand upon his
arm, and once again he repulses her, nay,
recoils from her—but so slichtly—so mare
in thought than deed, that ehe in her dis-
tracted siate does not notioe it

“He! Give me his name!™ exclaims he,
barshly.

“Gaston!" savs she. *“You must have
seen him? You—why,” with sudden return
of azonizing thought, “'vou ssked him here!
Oh, why—why did yon ask him here? He
—of all men!”

Something seems (o break within her,
and she falls to weeping, not londly, net
ageressively, but in a mast sad fashion,
heavily, pitfTullr. But in Drayton‘s heart
there is no pity for ber. His face grows
livid.

“Gaston Verner!”

He fecls choked. He thrusts her from
him. The sickening doubt, the hateful fear
of this witernoon is on him once again,
this time past allayving. How easy it all
seems now; how clear is the expianation.
What o mad fool he was to let her besuty
dupe him, a few hours ago, into a belies in
ber innocence,

Even then he had known! That word
guilt—he had shruuk from it then, he had
deliberately pui it behind him, but now it
eries aioud, it will not be silenced. Guilt!
Disgrace!

The whole thing iz so plain. It is hardly
nec:sary to go into it. Verner! Verner
of all men! And those diamonds! And
her tear—her horror! To ask even a ques-
tion seems superfluous.—and yet—

A very passion of desire to hear her
speak, to get the truth if possible from her
false lipx, posscancs him, He turns fiercely
upon lher.

“What is this man to you?" demands he,
in & low, but terrible tone.

Her tears cease, but she
tremble,

“Oh! don't speak to me like that," rays
she, “Have pitr on me. He"—leoking st
him with eves dull with remembered griefs
—"*he had no pity!"

“Hel—he!" repeats he, furiously. The
word has maddened him., And thes, sub-
duing bimself by a violent effort, “Aan-
swer me," says he, coldly, ansterely.

“I cannot,™ faintly,

*You shall™™ His tone is almost tyran-
nical It is sharp, decisive. *1 will bave
the truth,” says he, “whatever 1t may cost
vither you or me. Remain here. I shall be
back in hall an hour.” He goes toward the
door, and wshe, & sudden fresh fear occur-
ring to her, runs alter him.

“You," says she psnting, “you—yon are
not going 1o tell him?"*

“'What men you have known!" says he,
his lips curling, his voice vibrating “with
contempt.  “No! I gzo to make eertain ar-
rangements, lest,”  hitterly, “anything
;houl& make him suspect your presence

ere. "’

. l;;\'on will come back?" asks she, fever-
iahly.
A“:’.‘-om blukk’ 8 Do you wish me back 7"
sirange look of surprise, of disgus wa
within his mi:rnhl}l eves {\l:' ‘:ﬂnr
woman so dead (o honest feeling? T have
told you I shall come bsck in halt sn hour,
to learn the truth !

“Oh | burry, hurry, horry I eries she
vehemently. She has forgotien everything,
save the fear of being nlone, while Gaston
isin the house. Drarion gives hier a part-
ing glance. What aglapce itis ! She does
not see it, having shrunk back into the
gloom of the room, and it is well she does
not.

As he hurries toward the zarden to ar-
range the movements of his guests so a1 to
leave himself tree tor the interview he has
not only sought, but commanded, he telis
himseit that probably she will be gone
when next he seeks ber. Thirty minnies is
a long time—there are manv possibilities in
it—when one is fiying from—from—shame !

CHAFPTER XXVII,
1 am woenry of days an®®hours,
Blown Luds of berren flowars,
Desires and droanss an { power
Andevorything but sleep,

She is not -gone, however. Insomueh,
he has to sdmit, ke wronged her. She is
here, and there is even sowething ino the
ezger manner fu which she goes to him as
he elter; :1“ rootn, t%lut tells nim she bas
been waiting, not only watting, but longi
for his retura, ..,'lgn =

beging to

sad, bi 'wm.tha pll:k‘of too
tter s t 5 »

great to be subdued.

“Well?"" repeats he gternly. He is in no

whit moved by lier most moving lace.

“You have seen him?"

"I..! by ‘bim" you mean SirGaston Verner,

“Yes, 1 mean him,” says she, growing
very ﬂwhbi:;. u:;ll lhﬂu"ra ty, the
strenpth, u og for
e S e i

, noty forsaking her. '
was he then!"” she eays, 1n o despairing
tone. All at onee she seems o grow ten
years older—God knows what wild hopes
had held ber up during his absenca! The
hope, for one, she might have been mis.
taken. That her eves deceived her! “Ah
vew; it was, Why did you sk him here ?

ere there,’" liiting piteous to hix,
‘ool en men in all this miseradle
world that yon shoild choose him among
them for your sum. he
" “Why should I not choose him ?" asks
&

“True, true!” Her lovely meekness
touches hiim in no wise. “Bat," she gases
at him fmploriogly, all her heart in her
beauteous eyes, “he cannot be of any use
to you in aoy way. It is impossible that
you he can have one thought 10 com-
mou, snd, therefore, I entreat of you to get
rid of b¥m. Do,” rising and coming nearer
to him, "do get rid of him! Awl at onee
Promise me,” with a touch of passion,
“that yon will send him away—to-niche
To-night ! Ob, if not te-night, to-morrow.
It,” with 8 wild sob, “*will be so casy for
wvou to do this, while for me—"" her voice
falls into a sad whisper, “for me, it he
stays, it will mean ruin !”

“Roial" The word fxlls like a fresh con-
firmation of his fears unon his heart. He
turns {from her, leaving her standing there,
alope, erushed, outlawed as it were, and
erosses the room to the window., He seems
to breathe more freely—or wo he tells him-
self—when the whole length of the room
lies between him and her.

Some horrible sounds are beating sgainst
his brain. Those old ones—zuilt, disgrace,
and now this one, “‘ruin,” and with all
these a newer one still—betooled.

Na She shall not befool him, though
she were—though rhe is—the loveliess thing
on emh—-ahe‘:?mu not befool him.

Verner! If 1t had been nuvone but he—a
man with a reputation so vile, even among
men, that many of his own class give him
the cold shoulder. A man who, if he (Dray-
ton) had & sister or mother staying with
him, he would never have asked inside his
doors!

bomebm'ig had suggesied Verner to him
85 & good shot, and he asked him down to
Kingslands, no arriere pensee in his mind,
He had met Verner in town some months
ago, but had kuown mothing of him, being
anything in the world but s society mau.
But he had heard a great deal since—and
tkat she—she—should—

Onee again he sees her, a« he saw her an
hour ago crouching in the corner, her large
eyes wild with fear; of such fear cometh dis-
honor. She bad entreated him to hide her
—to hide her from what? Aund those dia-
monds! Great heavens! How slow he was
to read the truth.

And how she had seemed to delight in
them. The verz wearing of them had
seemed to Jend her aspecial light, a new
spiritual brilliance. She had sparkled, she
and those cursed diamonds, together; she
had even—

His thoughts break off, her voics dispels
them.

“Yon will send Lim away?"” says she
She hins not moved. She lias not attempted

1o goto him Her sad request comes to
him from the other end of the room.

to this been cursing her in his mind, he is
now cursing bimself & thousand fold more
Great beaven! WHhat a hrute he is—whst s
to briug such alook as that to any
woman’s face. And to bring it to hers!

Ife erosses the room. He catches her
arm. No, now he will learn the truth. He
will have it placed beiore him in plsin lan-

uage that there will be no disputing. He
{non st this moment that he would go
through denth itselt to learn it

“Pell ma!" says he; and now his tone is
altogether changed—it Is stern still, but
passionately imploring. “Tell me, I en-
treat you, the truth of all this *

“Don’t ask me that,” says she. She
shrinks {rom him, but he holds her firmiy,
with a firmness of the strength of which he
is perhaps hardly aware. She is trembling
in every limb.

“T must,” savs he. ‘I eannot live unless
I know it, - Answer me, I bessech you,"”

“It iz my own secret,”” says she piti-
fully.

“Ah! it has gone beyond that,"” says be

“I have kept it all this ume; will you
now nomPeI me to reveal it?*"

“Yes," says he remorselessly.
refuse to tell me—""

“Then—"

“Then I shall know—what I now sus-

‘!"

**Snspect! you suspeet?”

‘Tbep:‘::nt And even if the worst lies
before me, still I wonli hear it.”

Something in his eyes warns her that now
she muost Letray herseeret or lose his esteem
for ever. The choice rests with herself
The blood mounts to her brow; she vnder-
siands in & vague sort ot way that every-
thing must be made elear to him, though
she never quite knows what were his real
thoughts about her at that time.

'\glm. are yon thinking?" eries she sud-

“If you

degly. *“What? Most I speak then?
“’elr I will, and vou shall judge between
us But” she hesitates, and draws back
from him. *Oh! vou will not forgive me,”
says she,

“I know that,” returns he, slowly.

“Alrendy you condemn me. And you,"
monrafully, “are right. 1 have deceived
vou, I—"" she bresks off, as though it is
impossible for her togo on. “Mus: I tell
vou?” whispers she in u tone that is searcely
aadible,

“You must go on, until I get an answer
to the first question I have put to you,"
says he, sternly, “'If yoi do not remem-
ber it, I will repeat it. This man—Gaston
Verner—what is he to you?"”

Her head falls upon her breast. “My
husband!™ said she faintly.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

When first wa met we did not gusss

Tuue love would prove so hard u mastar.

There is n dead silence! A silence well
named, lor it carries death with it. Death
to so many hopes. And yet, not an un-
kindly death, for from it springs a goodly
resurrection. Marriage, although it blocks
for ever the way to her, has destroyed that
worst of all terms, dishonor. Tnough ali
his life be laid in ashes at her feet, still
this sweet Powmnix, ‘HoWer," rising from
them, restores a laint touch of heat to hn
dead heart. . -

In the first moment Drayton hardly
knows whether it be jor or grief he feels
Both, perhaps—but surely jor—joy great
and imperishable rises sbove all the grief
and despair, .

Marriea! She is married to him!

“\"uul:‘husbmd?" staminers he.

“You are his wife?"

She bows herhead.

o
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“Youn are Lady Verner?"”

7

SHE STAGGERS BACK, AN AWFUL ICY TOUCHE UTPON HER HEART.

“*No," says he, with decision.
“No?" repeats she, as if hardly believing,
She lifts her hand snddenly to her throat.
““And yet you said you were my friend?"”
“Then!™ coldly. “Now—"'
“Yes, and now?"" Tt isshe who is ques-
tioning him this time.
“Now, [ am not that. I don’t know what
I ampow. Ieun only recollect what I
wae
**My friend!™ she puts in, quicklv. “Ah,
il you recollect that, you will do this thing
for me.""
He makes her no reply, To tell her that
he had loved her—tliat he had, in his own
mind, ealled himsell her lover—to what end
would it be? Let her believe he meant
only lrundlship, —
. He is o loat in his miserable, an
thoughts, that when her voice bruk:. uirf:
enr . he starts viclently, She bas
the room, and ss he turns he finds
himself face to face with her.
“You gre angry with me,” says she
tremulously.
Her eyes are reading his, with so evident
a desire to nnderstand how it is with him—
to propitiate him—to gain him over if
sibie to grant her request that he, misjnde-
ing all this wiul entreaty, still further
bardeos his heart against her.
“Why shonld I be angry with you?” says
he, coldly. “By what right should I pre-
sume to feel any sentiment toward you
whatsoever?™
““Don’t s s0 voldly to me,” says she
“Donot. Not now, when 1 want help so
badly. De kind to me,” pressing hor hands
sgainst her breast, “for this one little time.
It is 5o much to so small a thing to
you. Ican leave here, of course. I know
that—but this is such a safe harbor for me;
sod to face the world again—to tage him!*
Bhe stops.  Her eyes fill with ‘tears; such
lustrous eves, in stich » piteous face.
Drayton's soul sickens within him. Was
ever beauty so deesptive? Surely to look
at her, one might well believe
There’s nothing 11l ean dwell in such a
temple, '
Her face—that o msny fools have ealled
the index of the mind—shines pure as pure
s troth iteelf. Hereyes are tull of hon-
esty; her miouth, how innocent! And vet,
to believe in her!
What?  Would'st thou haw serpen
: sting thew twice? > % 5
He turns his eyes away.
“Iamarald I ean be of no use to
here,” says he, in a frozen tone. “‘Sir
ton iz my goest; whilst you—— What are
you to me?'"
“Nothiag! Nothing!" savs she hastily)
But she whitens to tne lips as she says it,
Bhe falls back—she turnanside. A look of tha,
most poignant anguish covern her face.  She
moves slowly, listlessly awav, to where she

bad first stood, at the farthest end of the

8She makes a little vehement gesture, “I
bad pu: that pame behind me,” she says.

But he—he had not put it behind him.
Now, indeed, n fresii wave of memory re-
minds him that he has been hearinz s good
And forthe

T have

deal of Verner's wife of late.
lsst time he distruste her.

**That is impossible,' savs he
heard something of Lady Verner.”

“\What things?”’

“That she—ran away with Lord Wryvin”

“*Did she?"' She has recovered herselfl
now; her tone is baughty in the extreme as
she replies to him. *“I know nothing of
the Lady Verner to whom you refer, I—
am here.”

“I beg vour pardon,” sars he hnmbly.
Then, and forever, his doubts of her die,
though it cannot be said that he has any-
thing to kill these doubts, save her own
word.  “IL" savs he, “you have hard
thoughts of me, as of eourse you must have,
remember how strange, how improbable nll
things seemed to me; and that,” with a
melancholy smile, “aman whose one ho
in life in blotted out forever, may well
forgiven by even his t enemy.”

“I am not your enemy,” sars she, in &
low voioe,

Lower and lower falls the light; through
the open window the last faint sleeping
song of the birds comes drowsily. Over
there in the east a great, pale star is shin-
ing. A little wind coming in makes shiver
the leayes of the roses resting on the rose-
wood table in the corner, C

“'So you are not a widow," says Drayton.

She makes a little imploriag gesiure,

“1 knew it all along, I think,” says he.
“*Though I tried to believe otherwise. You
—should have told me—"

*I know that,” she lifis her head and
looks steadfastiy at him. “That is why T
said I had deceived you—that I feared von
would not forgive me. Yes—I should have
told you. You comlemn me about that;
but,” firaly, “you shall condemn me aboug
nothing else.”

"T;;:ura is nothing else. It is all over,”
anys he

‘No; there is thisz. About this matter of
Lord Wyvis There shall be no more con-
cealments.  You shall hear all.  Listen to
me," says she, quletly. *“I wish you to
know, to understund everrthing. Y’-;n can
believe me or not, as you' will; it is oniy
wy own word."”

“I shall believe you,'” gravely. .

“Lord Wyvis, who was uothing to me,
but who, I thiuk—&nnfined he was in love
with me, Iun]:emd to leave town, almost as
1 decided on leaving Gaston! 1 knew Lord
Wyvis was going, and—it was wadness on
my pari, but I hud soffersd & ® = 50
feredsomuch ® # 2 yhay ® & # oy
1 thought of nothing, but how to lay the
whole wide world me nJ 8ir

It wus magdness, of course, bug I

*| add to my bitterness?

shounld appear n; bhat T sball not. You
have n.fElm !:Rl:illé Sir Goston swa nm!
if he should chance to see me— ell,”
with a long, heavy sigh, “‘even if he shon

I shall not go back to the old lite. Ishall |
not nppear again with him.**

“Verner shall go," say» he.

“Ah!" BShe smiles a little; but it Is a
most joyless smile.

“Well—let me finish,"" eays she, witha
wigh. “Both Lord Wyvis and I disap-
peared from town almost at the same time,
That fact gave him—mv—S8ir Gaston—a
chaunce of destroving my good nam. He
did not lose that chence. He made the
most ¢f it. Tnix is all,” says she. “This,"
her eyes beginning to burn feverishly, her
ll?s trembling, *this is the truth. AsI
told you before, thers is only my word—
mine only.”

“It is enough,” says ho. e

“It is true—it is troe—it is truel” eries
she, suddenly—and then she burita out ery-
hﬁ' “You ray that,”" she scbs, "bnt yon
lij'i I be like all the rest—you will not be-

eve.”

“Not balieve? T believe in you with all
my soul,"” says Drayton, who 13 very pale

“Are you sure?” ories she. ““When did
you begin to helieve? You did not believe
in me just now. Bnt in this case you must
believe. I can find out the exsct day Lord
Wyvis left England, and [ am sure I came
down here & day or two before that. I can
verily every word. I —"'

“Don’t,"" says he, as if hurt. *“Do yon
think I want verifieation? Are you bens
on punisiiing me? }lave I not been puon-
ished enough alrendy? Have I one good
thine on earth to look forward to?""

“You have no doubt, then?" 8he smiles
as if in a messore satisfied, bat her smile is
heartbroken; sbe looks white and ex-
hausted

““Not one," says he.

[ had!"

Yes  This is the end of it, he tells him-
self. He would now, so strange is human
nature, have gladly grasped the doubt that
would ones more have made her freeto
give herself to him, But that is all over!

Thou shale fear
Waking, and slesping mourn upon thy bed:
Truly there seem« no comiott anywhere,

““Well—there Is no more tn say."” His
;aiu isvery low, and fraught with dall

espair.,

“No. Nomore. There is no more at
all." Bhe lifts dejeoted eves and looks
aronnd the pleasant little room where she
had refuge found, mnd sighs. “I shall
leave this to-morrow.”

There is a long hanse.

“I have annther, u better plan,' rays he
“Why should you leave? \ng should you
abandou the spot that has so far sheltered
you—that I like to think bas grown pleas-
ant to you. No, you shall stay here, and 1
shall go away.”

“Oh, no, no, no,""

“L pray you not to deny me in this mat-
ter,” entreats he, earnestly. *“I," lookiog
at her, “sball like to think of your being
here, when [ am—"" He pauses,

“\'i’hereh?i" Sh; iﬁiﬂ nearer to him,
gariog at him with pallid lipe

“I shall go back to my old work,” says
he with o rather forlorn smile. *You know
how dear the delights of travel are to me
I shall get up an exploring party. I shall
find ghruf. pleasure in it. I-—"

“Oh!"”  She checks him by a gestare, and
then eovers her fues with her hands. Poor
hands that tremble so miserably. *It is
not true,' cries she, ““There in no pleasure
beneeforth, for you or for me.”

And, so saying, the tears of her eyes
Foll without nolse.

They drop silently one by one through
her sleader fingers, but not one sob escapes
her. The near approach of death renders
all men silent, and is not this like deatn?

“Pleasure—no,” savs he. “But I would
have you take comfort, There are other
things besides pleasure. Riiada, will you
Do you think your
tenrs are nothing to mwe? For the short
time we still have together before I go—""

“'A short time!” Her hand drops, she
locks at him fearfully. “You eannot ge,”
says she. ""Thereare your guests—yon ean+
not forsake them, though—"" 8he flushes
deeply and makes a deprecatory gesture.
“Oh, no, I did not mean that," says she.

“] know it."* He is answeriog that un-
spoken apology of hera If lLe is forsaking
her, it is not for her good, and to his own
undoing? *“‘As for my guests, I can arran
for them, Idid not think df them, indeed;
I—"" lie hesitates, and lays one hand against
his forshead. “This is the end! says he
suddenly.

“The end!"” Histone has startled her
She lays a little white hand with a nervous
cluteh apon her bosom. ““The end!"

“Yes. Itisourlast moment together.”
He has grown deadly white, but his toue is
firm. “We part now, Rhoda. Now! We
shall never meet again”’

“Never?" "She looks st him and snd-
denly breaks inte a most pitiable little
langh. "Oh, no," says she, "‘you forget,
you forget. There will be to-morrow,"

“There will be ro to-morrow for us; we
part now—here; I shall not see you again.”

“Not once sgain? Not in the morning?™

A look of terror is growing in her wide
gray eyes,

*You don’t know what you are saying,”
says she. “Do yon mean that vou are
going away now—now, forever! Oh, no,
you cannot mean thal; vou,"” with an at-
tempt at & confident smile, ‘‘von are only
trying to frighten me! To-morrow—to-
morrow I shall see vou ugain—"" lere,
gaziog at him all the time, she sces some-
thing in the anguish of nis eves that bids
her despair; “to-morrow, for the last time,™
slic breathes faintly, desperately. She is
now clinging to him.

“Are you mad?"'says he, hoarsely. *“Why
will you tempt me like this? Isx it for
my rake—for mine that I go? Rhoda! my
sonl! my beloved! Have pity on me, and
on yonrself""

“"Ah! how can you talk of pity?” says
she. *“*What pity is there in vou?" Her
voice gives way, “You will go?" asks she,
in adying tone.

*“Yes; I shall go.” If ever she had
doubted his love for her, it is not now. His
voice, his haggard face betray him, I
shall go,"” repeats he mechanically. “We
part here—lor ever.”

“Do you know what that means?"

His only answer is n long, long look into
her tear-dimmed eyess—those eyes to be so
soon only a recollection.

“Ah! you do uot know," eries she
“When you go, what shall be lelt me
then?"

“Memory,” ssys he, sadly, "and the
knowledge that you trusted me, and that I
did not betrar that trus:!”

*Is that all?”* asks she. “Oh! how poor
a thing is knowledze! Where is the conso-
lation in 1? Yon,"” looking st him, with
ineffable reproach in her lustrous syes,
“you will, then, go?”

“Rhoda!” He grows suadenly verv
white. ““Ask me to stay and I will stay!"”

And then, womanlike, her object at-
l'r"i'“' she shrinks from the consequences
of it

“Oh, no,” says she, with a smile ssdder
thao any tears, “I shall got ask you to
stay. go! Yes; I see it. You must

a,

“For your sake,’ says he, uosteadily.
“For yours alone!"

“Well, go!”" says she. But even as she
gives the fatal command her haunds olosa
upon his sleeve. “A minute!l” says she,
afirightedly.

He lays bis hands over hers -

“You will not forget me,"" entreats he in
a whisper, alive with passionate fondness

“Forget you!" Her glance iselogquent

“Then—goodby!” He removes her hands
from his arm, and holds them with a wild
elaxp in both of his, “Goodby—my love!"

For a second they look intn each other’s
eyes, and then—how is i1? They have
swayed toward eacn other. He has caught
her to him; she has thrown ler arms
aronnd his neek.

There is a last sad embrace; a andaﬂngo
ing—n little simothered heartbroken erv.

- Alone indeed! The louliest ercature the
earth holds at this moment,
[To 0e continusd next Sumday. ]

Copyright,.1882, by the auther,
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“T wonld to heaven

HE PLAYED THE LITTLE ANGEL

Whils a Nig, Tubberly liar Got All the
I ressuts in . ight

CHURCH RIVALRY IN GOOSE PALLS

[WRITTEN FOR THR DISPATON, |

Abont & dozen distinguished people, in-
olnding myself, were invited by & publisher
to write Lhe stories of our most memorable
Christmas days for use on the present festal
oceasion. I mecepted the invitation and at
once began work on a story left over from
last Fourth of July. I took out the firs.
ernckers and sobstituted smowballs, and
was engaged in changing the character of
George Washington into that of Saota
Claus when I received this note:

Never mind your Christmas story. Have
decided o have them all striotly truthful
Can you Ssaguest a than wio can tall the
Eruth, to tnke your placs in the symposium?®
Will you hunt around. for a day or twn, and
find o man? Weoan afford to pay him §i0
more than we offered you. If he amounts to
anything, and won't take less Sorry that
there's nothing in it for you, but snother
tiine, ete., etc.

This came by messenger, 55 cents, gollact;
and I knew by thasand by the handwriting,
and by the modest, kind and charitable
oature of the sentiment, that it must bLe
from the publisher. I do not think that
even the loss of the 55 centsa—which I paid
in the belief that the nots contained a check
—hurt me worse than the assault upon my
veracity. If was vary unjust; sad, to provs
that it was, I sat down and wrote the follow-
ing yarn which bears the stamp of truth
upon its face.

The Riches of Lite,

. The events which I shall desoribe were
driven into my memory particularly harl
becanse they wers of the sort that children

are supposed to forget inmmediately. In the

days ot which I write the care of me, as is
usual with orphaos, had devolved upon that
one of my relations who was least able to
bear it. My Aunt Martha had seven chil-
dren of her own to provide for, and the
eighth was a child of calamity, the writer
of these lines. I didn"t mind poverty much
in those days. Most of the things I wanted
were free. The essentials of Jife,as they appesr
toa healthy bor, are thin ice and frozen
snowballs in the winter, 2 pond with deep
holes in it s a place 1o ncquirs the art of
swimming in the summer and snother boy
to fight with allthe year around. I had
these simple necessaries, and seldom craved
the luxuries of lite. True, at Christmas
time I wonld have been glad to get more
presents, but as some of my more fortuna‘e
companions were mneh smaller and weaker
than mysell I wasable touse their toys
almost ns much ns they could.

But I grieved slong with the other chil-
dren, when, in bleak November, it began
to be whispered abent that thers wounld be
no Christmas trees in Goose Falle The
churches had sworn off But as Christmas
spprosched there wasa general feeling of
uneasiness lest somebody should break the
boyeat!, tor, of course, if any church had &
tree all would be foreed to "do it There
were rumors of tree plots immediately after
Thanksgiviog, and every society suspeated
the others of recret prepurations with the
design of capturing for its Sunday school
those ehildren whose love of religious in-
struetion could be awakened onlr by the
hope of spoils.  However, nothing definite
was done, and the young Goose Fallors
viewed the cheerless prospect with dismay,

A Genins for the Emergency,

At this point Providence raised up for us
a prophet in the form of William Jennin
He was 14 years old, as big as the side of a
house and as awkward as & voung eall
When he sat down he looked as if L had
been voured from some gigantic receptacle
over all the neighboring furniture. This
peculiarity had earned him the namas of
“Sloppy.” He wasaboy to be snvied st
Christmas time, for he held more candy
than any ten of the others. Bus he was the
only one of us who showed no sorrowat the
prospect of Christmas without trees, and we
couldn’t understand it. Urged to sxplain
his calmness in misfortune, he uttered, on
the 15th of December, these memorable

Semething Nies for Hoody.

words: ‘‘Fellers, there'll be more Christ-
mss trees in Goose Falle this year than ever
you see before. You leave it to me.”

We left it to him because wa couldn’t do
otherwise; and he shgwed himself not un-
waorthy of our wnﬂc?nee. His plan was
very simple. He went to Aunt Sally
Clarke, who was, perhaps, the most influ-
ential person in the Unitdrian Chureh,

“Aunt Sally,” said he, “I saw Deacon
Huduut town at the Head to-day.””

Deacon Hudnot was Orthodox, and the
Head was & point heavily wooded with
gprice trees—with Christmas trees, in fact

“Did you, Willie?” said Aunt Sally.
**What was he dolng there?"

Sloppy Worked It Smoothlr.

“Dunno,” replied Sloppy. *He had sn
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me from enjoying things. I determined to
remain true to my convictiors snd stand by
the Unitarians for better or for worse.
Other bors might violale the dictates of
their consciences [or the sake of a lew bags
of mere transitory eandy, but not L  This

Bunday sciiool tescher, and 1 feured that
the state of her leelings ought to be worth
at lesst a new jpair of skates to me. It was
El‘m out openly that every seholar shonld

ve something on the tres, and that the
traditional bag of candy, consisting laczely
of musty popeorn, snould not count as &
present.

Tiwe tree festivities beran in the morning
of the dar hefore Christmias, and ior 38
hours thers were st least three in simul-
taneous operation in various of the
town, Children passed through the streets
Isden with Methodist presents on their way
to get some ont of the King's Dauoghters.
Orthodox children who thouxht that it was
wicked to go in Lthe Unitarian Church wert
in just the same, and the prospect of eter-

punishment jent an added zest to their
enjoyment of the exercizes
. How the Genlus Fared.

Our friend Sloppy, after visitine all the
tree-mentioned hitherto, d'seavered that the
Conking Cinb was entertaining the very
smallest children in the attic of Ths village
school building. The stairs groaned under
his enormous weight, angmented by vast
qusatities of eandy of three different
creeds—and he was so exhausted with the
ascent that they hadn’t the heart to tura
bim awny, and they used him as the recep-
tacle for all the delicacies contributed by
unskilltul members, and jodzed by the
more judicions to be latal to the little ones
for whom the entertainment was originally
intended. - s

Mesnwhile I bad centerad my.virtupns
mind upen ons ftree. had rua errands,
and, in short, had done aweek's work to
make the Unitarian tree a suceess. T ex-
pected that about four of the largest boughs
ot the tree would be required to hold the
reward: of my virtne. Idid not know the
sctual siate of the case: that it had been de-

TYGNIAT i
SeHIL 8

The Reward of the Wicked

cided {o give edudational presents to those
boys who had nobody to buy them anything
worth having; that parrets had been ran-
sacked lor old books, and that mine had
been selected by an o'd lady who had lefr
her glasses at home and. knew no ntore than
that the book had pictures in it

“"He won't care what it is," she said, “he’il
like one thing just as well as another at his

e'Il

And soit happened that I waited till
‘Sants Clsns had nearly stripped the tree,
and that I shed some tears of disappoint-
ment as skates, trumpets, tin swords and
other glitterine treasures went to bays who
were already laden with tribntes from the
other churches.

At Last the Reward of Virtae.

Butat last & packaze was potinto my
hands Its shape mode me fear ths worst.
Tt must be a book. Well, even so. It miglht
be ?n Indian fighting story, or nsea yarn
full of lee-shores and tapsails taken nhaek,
L opened it with trembling hands. There
was a pictore on the cover. It represanied
the suered birt of Chicago, and abore was
the title, the promise of ar enthrallinz
narrative to stira boy's heart and make
him dream: *"Harris on the Pig."

That was all. Even my bag of candy
missed me. But I was toe young
to mind ir, and it I eried it mus:
have been from  natural perver-
sity. Idid not read “Harrin on tha Pig."”
I have sinee learned that it isan exhaustive,
technical treatise, containing almont every-
thing whieh anybody wonld care to know
about the pig, except the mwotive which led
some individoals of that species to treat me
s0, on that old Christmas Day. -

As for Slopr_r. he has never had sogonl s
time in his

iie before, ani the day aiter
Christmas he obtained permisson to strip
all three of the trees of their popeorn
streamers, and as a reward for his work, he
was allowed to eat 780 yards of the papenrn,
ineluding the woolen twine on which it was
strung. Howarp FIELDING.

BREAKIRG AN INFANIRY EQUaRBSE,

The French in Dahomey Alleged to Have
Used a Now sethord.
London Truth.}

A diseussion seems to be going on as lo
whether an infantry square can be broken
by a charge of men on foot or on horseback.
To the non-military turn of mind this wounld
seem impossible, provided that the sqouare
is properly formed. Bat I read the other
day that theFrench in Dahomey cast melinit:
bombs into aun intrenchmens of the enemy,
with the result that the assailants them-
selves had to fall back in or.er not to be
destroyed by the suffoeating fumes

Is this a fact or an cffort of the journal-
istic imagination? If the former, what is to
prevent melinite being fired into any dense
mass of men on a battlefield, whether in
square or in uny other jormation, and emit-
ting such tumes that the square would vease
to exist? Asimitting the truth of ihe state-
ment it seems to me likely to render war so
excealingly dangerous a pastime that few
llnie human beiogs will be willing to engage
m it

ax, an" he chopped down a t b the
siz= o' the ono they had at their ehurch last
Christmas.  But be leit it lavin® there. I
guess he only chopped it down for fon."

“Fou!"” exclaimed Auns Sally. “Well,
¥on are a stupid boy. Those Orthodox are
sly, but I'm a match for "em. They ro goin’
to haveatree. Very well, so are we; an’
it"ll beat theirs out o* sight.”’

1'm thinkin' o' comin® back to your
Sunday sehool class, Aunt Sallv,” saild
Sloppy, “‘but, somehow, I think I'm most
too big."

“Don’t you worry about that,” replied
Asut Sally promptiy; “the bigger the boy
the bigger the present lis gots at Christias.
That's my way o' thinkin’,”

“Aunt Sally,” mid the gigantie young
humbug. “rou're my idea of n Christian
woi:an, aud Solomon wa'n't wiser nor more
just than veu are.”’

It is, perhaps, neadless to say that the
story of Deacon Hundnut and the spruce
tree wasas trne as “Jack and the -En.n-
stall.” It is also unnecesspay to state that
everybody in town had heard of it inside
of twenty-four hours The Mecthodists
mstantly decided to have a tree, and
they let it be gencrally known, as an in-
ducement to early piety that esndy bags
would be larger that year, and that the con-
tents would have more “shaw™ to it than
ever before.

Moras Trers Than Ever “efore.

This news gave great satisioction to the
rising ceneration; and the feeling rose to
wild enthusieam when it became Tnown
that the Epworth Lesgue had decided 10
have n tree, and that ite decision had iorced
she Christian Endearvors, the Kiag's Danzh-

s, the Unity Club, the Masons, the Old
Fellows and the Sons of Temperanes

hﬁlowyhll.l::

MEDICAL §

SCIENCE §
Bas achieved =l
great triumph in ¢
the production of §

= “-'-‘ :
:BEECHAM’S
which will care Slek

:PILL Ieadneho and all Nar-|

€ vons Disorders arising from Impaired
qm-. Constipailon nnd Nisor- 1
:Owall.lvu; end they will gaickly re-
 store wamen {0 complots heallh, y
Covarsd with & Tasteleza & Soluble Coating, §
L Ofl.ildﬂl?‘.'::l. Price 28 cents a bo=.
New Canal St

A 7 9

GURE YOURSEL

ottt Lotighcty stoestet FREE
L

Wt eertain. Adidress with stamn.
s et 3!
L. AR, Fposwmen’s Gocds, SareRall, Mich.
* LOST MANHOOD
Positiveer ann ey aioniy Hestored in 2t 11
duys: effects in S4 homrs | sinost lnme Late re-
lef, XNo nsusksting dengs,  mincrai, 'l o
— h;l the dtllﬂ?:u lll‘l:hxrl:.-.\';u CON.
CCEON, com of ie it " osals,
The most. POWRRFTT, tonle known: - jie-
stores the V) :.:m.p“md Heniun oi y‘:;!‘i:_.'::::’l
; "oz 38, 5. Loals, Mo, 36

™5

|
TEQ MAD. L0y, Fy0,

resolution w . Lighly applanded by my |

erergies, stimulates the.
nutritive powers, improves the appetite
and aids digestion. Itcan be used for
man, woman or child.
Matchless as a tonic in convalescenca,
| Purchasers sre warped agaiost fmposk
tion and dissppointmen:, lomst upon
. " which signaturs
 SOHANN HOUE * on tog et b 4

Valued Indorsement

of Scott’s
Emulsion
is scontain-
ed in let-
ters from
the medi- _—
cal profes- ~—

sion speaking of its gratifys
ing results in their practice.

Scott's Emulgion

of cod-liver oil with Hypo-
phosphites can be adminis-
tered when plain oil is out of
the question. It is almost
as palatable as milk—easicr
to digest than milk.
Preparsd by Seott & Bowne, N. Y. ANl draggista

DOCTOR
WHITTIER

714 YENN AVESTUE. PITTSBURG, PA.

As old residents know and Lsek fdles of
Pittsbure papers provs, s the oldest esgib-
lished and mont prominent physician ia the
eity, devoting speclulastention to ull ciironia

S NO FEE ON L CURED
NERVOUSII‘Id mental di

tpousibie oaser, passioul e
erszons *

gur. rervous debilisy, laek of enerzy, amby
tion and h impaired memory, disornarsd
sight, self distrust, bashiminess,

rlonplessne<s, pimples, aruptions, impover-
fshed blood, (ailing powers, organio weal-
ness, dvspepsia, constipation, consnmpsion,
unfitting the person for business, snclotyand

pe tiy, salely and privataly
dises s

curet BLOOD AND SKIN ciies

eruntions, hloteles, Milinghalr, bones paing
riandular swallin:s, uvloerations of the
tonwue, mouth, throas, ulcars, old sores, are
eurail tor lltrq. and blood polsons :h!%gmumw “1"
eradiestod irom " E
the system. UR'NA Y, bladder da
ranrements weak Dback, gravsl estarrial
discharses, inflammation and othor nainfal
sPmMploms recelys <earchiang treatment,
pmm‘u rallef nnd roal eares,

Dr. Whittier's life-long extensive esxperi
enee insures scientifie and reliabis tress-
menton coli i On sanss eciples. Consalis
tion frea tsnta distanceascarofully
treatsd 8s if hare. Uffice hours, a4, M t0 §
».u. Sunday, 0A- 3 to ] r x only. DR
WRITTIER sl Pennsvenas, Piteaburg Ve

DR. E. C. WESTS’

NERVE & BRAIN

Treatmenl, » eusrantes] spacifie for Hyitsein,
DMrsiness, Convulsions, Fite, Narrony Nearalgls,
Narvous Prostration easussl ny the ase
of or tobyess, W Wental e
Softening of the draln resdaiting ia ine
%:mv saddssth, Pramatare Hd A, Low
Pawer tn sither sev, lavolaatary Lossss 33l
ea cainad DT nrer-grer of the
seif-ahiss ar over-indalgence h batg
contalng one month’s Wweatment, N aeg K
slx for$.on, Ly mall,
Wi GUABANTER /IX ROT®L

Toeure an¥ easn, With each arder rocsivel e
fixbotes wa will sead ths plarchaser our wrillsq
tes to refund the monar If the crestment

ot are, ‘irarsntess lsstel saly by CHIL

. ﬁc&f. irugisth, 3oie A eok Vo I8M aai
e PRy T Use S o3 e

ahurg, @ 3 3" b
Cramp Jaslm-eod

Cure. Saod i) cia
WOONS PHOSPHODINE,
The Great Englinh Remedy.
. | pily and per b4
cures all forms of Aerpoug
Wenkners, Emisaions, Spere

o e
3 m or

reies, Been bed over
B years In thousands of
cases; Is the onily Reliabls
and limnest 3 kmernn,

Ask drugzists for WooD's
P:msruomrxzh-.l lf&;a&ul.
» wenpthl edlein® in piace of this, ve h
:1?3':\-..-:: ﬂn’::. ’l‘m-lr.r ee in letter, and wa will
send hy retnrn mall, rioe, nnme package, #: slx,
85, s will plenss; riz wnll owre. Pamphist ia
platn sesled enesinms, *etnmes  Address
THE WOoOD CHEMICALCD,,
B Waondward avenge, Deirelt, ol

Mr-Sold In Pittsbure by
JUS, FLEMING & SUN,
TF-dt-eodwi 412 Markes

WEAK MEN, vour ATTENTIO

ISCALLEP TOTHIE

Gray's Specific Medicine

IF YOV SUFFER (rom

Debility, caknens of Body and  Mind
£ atorrhes, and bmpotency, and all disease
1 arise from over-Indulgence and n!f-cbust', a
of Memory and V'uwer, [Mmness of Vislon
ature Old Age, and many other disesses tha
10 ﬂmf ltr or l".-mh?::pm sod an esrly
grare, wriwe for our

Address GHAY MEDICINE Co., Buiaio, N, T,
The Specifie Medieine is sold br all druggis’s s
tl I—Iﬂ:‘rmmc. or six packages for 85 06, or seng

¥ on me-dﬁt af _m . aad !ﬂa
ey worder W GUARANTE
BOUTE OF MNOD0 Y _ o ————
refunded,

]

%Gn aof Teits, we havre
‘Iu tllow Wrapper, the only gunlae. ia
*ittaburg and gnarantees Issued 8. X, Hollund,
cor. Smith and Liberty sta.
IFIE-MWTeosu

FREE TO MEN.

Wehave n positive cure for the effects of ssifs
ahuse, Early Iueuﬂi Emisglons, Nervous Dee
bility, Lossof Sexusl "awer, Impotency, &e. %o
great is our falth tn our specific we will send oos
nll month's medielne and moch valzable Infors
mation FREE, Addross
6. M, Co., 835 Broadway, New York,
=S

DR. SANDEN'S

ELECTRIC BELT

With Electro-Magnetic Suspensory

T ateat Patenty’ ™
W enure withont medieine all Wenknees resuiting
frem n¥er-faxation of hraln, nerve forces, sxcesses
o fHullseretlon, as «xhaustlon, nervaas dehiltg
sirepleneness, langnor, rhenmatism, kidney, live,
and biadder complaints, lame back, lumbage, sel=

atlea, panernl ll-health, ete, This Hlecrric Belt

contains womlerful mprovements over all others
Rl gives §eurrent Lhsi bs Instanly 16t Ly wearer
:L::“mt #4000, and will care all of 1he v

or no pay. Thowands been
this mﬂdnm’?uvn&w after n:l':lm ey L0
Halied, and we give h ol A lais lm 3

ana every oiher Siate,
Our Poweriul IMPROVED ELECTRICSUSP
mlﬂéﬂw gredlest boon ever offered wesk
.’J‘.Em.'.';' ANANTEED n 08 o mdare B
8,
Hinstrated vamphiets, malled, sealed, fre
el Brondway, N, °




